RACE           WON           BY          DEFAULT

race. Not a gift. . . . Give him till half-past. He'll
turn up."

But he felt less confident now than he sounded.
An explanation was formulating itself in his mind to
account for Eddie's absence. And it was an ex-
planation he did not relish at all. Nevertheless, as
the minutes passed, the conviction strengthened that
he was right.

As it neared half-past three, and the prospects of
another visit soon from the German bombers increased,
the little crowd of spectators decided that the race
was a wash-out and dwindled away to their cover in
the dunes. Soon only a few gunners from Dave's
regiment and the bombardier remained.

" Time's up," announced the bombardier, at last.

"Wait a bit. ... I'll just give him my theme
song," said Dave. " If he's anywhere near, he'll
answer."

He sounded on his horn a distinctive variety of
long and short blasts. No response came from the
direction of the dunes.

" Race awarded to Despatch Rider Dave Williams.
... By default," declared the bombardier pompously,
and without any further ceremony. He was tired of
waiting and wanted to retire to his hole in the sand
before the next attack.

" I'd never have believed it of Eddie ! " exclaimed
Dave in disgust, letting his machine fall flat on the
sand.

" Believe what ? " inquired the bombardier.

" He's got a lift in a boat home," pursued Dave
bitterly. " That's what's happened to him. Didn't
he say he'd beat me there all right. Well, he's done
what he said he would. I win the bike race by
default, and he wins the boat-race. What a pal.
... To walk out on you like that. . , ."
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